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Solomon Levi 
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Kemical Kelpie Kinnie? Sci.Dog 


Tune: SOLOMON LEVI 


My name is Kelpie Kennie. I was once a canine sport; 

Now I’m a devotee of science, and chemistry is my forte, 

For IVe thrown Physics to other dog’s, and g*iven mathematics up, 
And focused on what would make me a strictly chemical pup. 

Each morning-,bright and early, I start for old Tech hill; 

My course is straight,my pace sedate,for I'm dogging- science still 
I pay no heed to vulgar cur, to team or vagrant “tab” 

For whatever now appeals to me, must smell like a chemical labl 

Lithe chemical department I am the referee; 

On every difficult question, Kinnie defers to me ? 

I smell of all the students work,and when you hear my bark, 

Do you know what I am doing ? I m dictating Dannie s marks . 

And when this tabernacle of the flesh shall fade and pass away, 
5 Tis still my hope that chemistry will prove my prop and stay, 

And in the canine Paradise,it is my firm belief, 

That Kemical Kelpie Kinnie will be made Inspector of Beef! 


Bow -Bow! 















Back O’er My Memory 
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Tune: JUANITA 
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Can’t You Hear the Bell, Bell Boy ? 

From “LOST A FORTUNE” 

Words by W. R. DAVIS Music by R B. DEMING 
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Fight For Tech 
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CHORUS 
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A Country Boy 
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seek the ci - ty bright with all its show But his fa-ther said, my son, paths of 

m 



e - vil you must shun But to; school Til send you if you wish to go. So he 



bought a new straw hat, cow - hide boots, and red era - vat And 




rigged him out, you bet he was a beaut. And with car-pet bag’ and cane he 
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took the mom-mg' train For the Worce-ster Pol - y - tech - nic In - sti - tute. 
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friend-ish e - vil spir - it seems to en - ter eve - ry man To 
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try and get a fel - low in - to trou - ble if he can. The 
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dev - il laughs and grins at 


all our lit - tie sins But if 



gives an aw - ful shock to the fac - ul - ty and Doc For they 
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want yer, want yer want yer to be good. 


2. First,exams he had to take,and his heart began to quake 
As he conned their Chinese puzzles with dismay. 

But some other rubes were nigh,so he peeled his weather eye 
And inspite of fears he worried through O.K. 

When the last exam was o'er, he sought the office door 
And went in unto- the Doc to learn his fate. 

Two conditions started his name,but he entered justfhe same 
And started as a Fresh with heart elate. 

3. How he used to dig and delve plugging every night till twelve, 
Searching in his trig for treasures ever new. 

How sin X+ cos Y used to dance before his eye 
As he sought his downy couch at half past two. 

And then that dear old Dutch,that he used to love so much. 
How fond he was of reading William Teh 
While the melody devine of gehalt,gewesen,sein 
Lulled his seneeswith its grand majestic swell. 

4. But e’er long a change was seen in this lad at first so green; 

His studies ceased to charm him as of yore. 

He'd go out with all the boys, get to making lots of noise 
And not creep into his bed till after four. 

He uses toddy, cigerettes, played the races and made bets 
And was wont to haunt the pool room very late, 

While the bright and sparkling shade, of Zaeder’s lemonade 
Often made him amble with unsteady gate. 

5. Every eve he went to see our much talked about Musee 
For he had a season ticket to the place. 

He drank beer, put clothes in pawn,and built bon fires on the lawn 
And in fact had soon become a hardened case. 

But the faculty's sharp eye, viewed his actions on the sly 
And he soon recieved a notice to depart, 

And upon his home return, his father grim and stern 
Set him hauling garden produce in a cart. 
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Betty 


Words and Music by W. HED LTJND 
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1. When Bill first went to col - lege He had in - tent- ions strong Of 

2. Ya * ri . e - ty was always known To be the spice of life And 
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Dedicated to Dr. Levi L.Conant Acting President of Worcester Polytechnic Institute 1911-1912 45 

Action 

Words and Music by BENJ. D. FOOT W. P. I.’03 



4 . 


I am the guy that put the EYE in Alumni, 
s I am the guy that put the eye in Alumni. 
u know ’twas often said. They dont seem to look ahead, 
somebody had to put the EYE in Alumni. 
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Love’s Old Sweet Song 


C. CLITTON BINGHAM 


J. L.MOLLOY 
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The Watch on the Rhine 




peal of thun-der calls the brave, With clash of sword and sound of wave, The 

hun - dred thousand hearts beat high, The answering flames from eve - ry eye, The 

long as blood shall warm our veins, While for the sword one hand remains, One 

oath re-sounds,the wave rolls by The ban-ners wave advanced on high, The 
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Rhine, 

the Rhine,the Ger-man 

Rhine! 

Who 

now will guard the 

riv- ers 

line? 

Ger - 

man youth de - vot - ed 

stand 

To 

shield the ho - ly 

bor - der 

land. 

arm 

to bear a gun, no 

more 

Shall 

foot of foe - man 

tread thy 

shore! 

Rhine, 

the Rhine,the Ger-man 

Rhine! 

We 

all will guard the 

riv - ers 

line. 
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guard a long a - long the Rhine. 


Firm stands the guard a long the Ger-man Rhine. 



































































































































































































































Vive L’amour 
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Drink to Me Only With Thine Eyes 

BEN JONSON W. A. MOZART 
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Germany Land 
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Gaudeamus Igitur 


Andante 
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1. Let 

us now 

in 

youth re - 

joice, 

None can just - ly 

blame 

2.Where have all 

our 

fath-ers 

gone? 

Here well see them 

nev 

3. Raise 

we them 

the 

joy - ous 

shout, 

Life to A1 - ma 

Ma 
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For when gold - en 
Seek the Gods se 
Life to each Pro 


youth has fled, 
rene a - bode 
- fes - sor here 


And in age our 
Cross the dol- rous 
Life to all our 


joys are dead 
Stygian flood 
comrades dear. 
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Then the dust doth 
Then they dwell for 
May they leave us 


claim us, 
ev - er, 
nev - er, 


Then the dust doth 
There they dwell for 
May they leave us 


claim us. 

ev - er. 
nev - er. 
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Nearer, My God, to Thee! 

(BETHANY 6s, 4s) 

SARAH F. ADAMS LOWELL MASON 































































































































































































